
"Miss R. fiuile. .f. Jnpltfr, New Yoik City,
N. Y" "Mil typewritten.

"It - only fair lliilt sve should lie quits in every
particular." she said, with a I rank smile.

He bowed. "A letter of intloiltlction," lie slid,
''in I lie strictest M'liM ul' tlic wind. Yim have

luul my card thrust upon you, so everythiui:
i quite regular. And nmv it is only riudit atnl
proper tliitt I should see what lias become of your
chairs. Permit me "

"Keally, Miss (iuile," interposed her eouipauioii.
"this is uite ineiiular. I limy say it is unusual.
Pray allow me to sugucst "

"1 think it is only right that Mr. Schmidt should
return nood for evil." interrupted the trii 1 gaily.
"Please iMuiuire. Mr. Schmidt. No doubt the deck
Mewnrd will know."

Airain the Prince bowed, but tin time there was
amusement instead of uncertainty in his eyes. It
was the Hist time that any one hail ever urucd him.
even by inference, to "fttch and carry." Moreover,
-- hi' was oxt i finely cool about it. a- - one who exacts
much of younir men in erye -- uit- and outim:-caps- .

He found luinelf wondcrim: what she would say
if he weie to suddenly announce that he va the
Prince of (iiau-tnr- k. The tboUL'ht tickled bis fancy,
account intr. no doubt, for the even deeper bow that
he irave her.

"They can't be very far away." he observed quite
meekly. "Oh. I -- ay. stewaid! One moment, heie."
A deck steward uppioachcd with alacrity. "What
has become of Mi. (iuile's chair"

The man touched his cap and beamed joyously
upon the fair youmr lady.

"Ach! See how 1 have foruot ! It i heie! The
best place on the deck - on any deck. See! Two
side by ide. above the door, away from the draft

ee. in the corner, ha ha! Yes! Two ide by side.
The very best. Mis (iuile complains of the draft
from the door. 1 e.xchaiiL'e the chairs. See! Hut 1

foru'ot to speak. Yi-s- ! See!"

AN'D, sure enough, there were the chairs of Mis
and her companion snudy stowed away

in the corner, standing at lidit nudes io the loin:
row that lined the deck, the footrcts pointed

at the chair H. Schmidt had jut vacated, not
more than a yard and a half nwas.

"How Mitpid!" exclaimed Mi (iuile. "Thank
you, steward. This i niueb better. So oriy, Mr.
Schmidt, to hae dituihcd you. 1 abhor ilraft.
don't you .'"

"Not to the extent that shall moe out of this
one." he replied gallantly, "now that I've not an
undisputed claim to it. I intend to stand up for my
ridit. Mis (iuile. even thoiidi you tiud tnc at your
feet."

"How peifectly love " begun Mis (iuile. a
gleam of leal euthuiasin in her esc-- . A sharp, hor-rille- d

look fioin her eoinpanioii served a a check,
and she became at once the coolly indill'eieiit eicatuie
who exacts everything. "Thank you, Mr. Schmidt,
for being so nice when we weie trying so haul to
be horrid."

"Hut you don't know how nice you sue when juii
aie t ryintr to he honid," be icmnikcd. "Ale you
not going to sj down, now that we've eaptuicd the
disappeai in lt chair .'"

"N'o," she said, and he fancied hi' -- aw icgiet in
her eves, "I am going to my room. if I can llnd
it. N'o doubt it also is !ot. This seems to he a day
for misplacing things."

"At any rate, permit ine to thank sou for dico-erin- u'

Hie. Mi-- s (iuile."
"Oh, I daie-a- v I shall uiisplace sou, too. Mr.

Schmidt." She said it so that be llu-he- d

as he diew himself up and stepped aside to allow
her to pass. For an instant their eyes met, and the
sipi of the humble was not to be found in the

of either.
"I'.veii that will be something for me lo look for-wau- l

lo, Mi (iuile." said he. Par fioin being vexed,
she t'aoicd him with u taint smile of was it

wonder or admiration .'

Then she moved away, followed by I he uneasy
lady who was old enough to be her mother and
wasn't.
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Robin remained standing for a moment, looking
after her. and somehow be felt that his dream was
not yet ended. She tinned the corner of the deck
building and was lost to sight. He sat down, only
to rise almost instantly, moved by a livelier curiosity
than he ever hail felt befoie. ('oiiseioiis of a certain
feeling of stealth, he scrutinized the cards in the
backs of the two chairs. The steward was collecting
the discarded steamer-rug- s farther down the deck,
and the few pas-cngc- rs who occupied chairs, ap-

peared to be snoozing. all of which he took ill with
his first appraising glance. "Mi (iuile" ami "Mrs.
(iaston" were the names he read.

"Americans," he mused. "Young lady and chape-ron-

that's it. A teal American beauty! And Withers
loudly boasts that his daughter is the piettiest irl
in America! Shades of cutis ! ('an then1 be such a
thiu on earth as a prettier girl than this one? Can

r-tf 'tr "'jz-- 's.'sisru

A deck imard approached with alacrity, and beamed
upon the fair oung lad

natuie have perfoiuietl the impossible.' N Auieriea
so full of lovels mils that this one must take second
place to a daughter of Plithors? I wonder if she
knows the impel ml Maud. I'll make it a point to
iiuuiie."

Moved by a sudden be decided that be
was in need of eeici-e- . A walk would do him good.
The same spirit of no doubt, timed him
to walk rather lapidly in the direction opposite to
that taken by the lovely Mi (iuile. After completely
circling the deck om e he decided that he did not need
the exeici-- e atter all. His walk hail not beiiclited him
ill the lea-- l. She An. gone to her room. He leturucd
to hi chair, conscious of having been defeated but
without ically kiuuiug why or bow. As he turned
into the dis. slum coiner, lie came to an abuipt stop
and staled. Mi-- s l iuile wa- - silling in bi chair, lie.illv
encased in a miliums -- like sheath ol gins thai eoveled
her liiii bods io the wai-- i.

She vva iinie al"iie in her nook, and lending. Ksi- -

dctltls the I k inlele-te- d hi I', tol -- he failed to look
up when lie clumsily into his chair ami thiew
the rug over hi- - hi;- - - dieadtully long, uniiitt'i o.--t iuvr

lcg. he thought, a- - he tlelchel t lit 111 out and found
that his leet protllldcd like a pair of white obeliks.

Nat lit ally he looked seawaid. hut ill his mind's cu-

be saw her as he had seen her not mine than ten
minutes hefoie: a slim, tall gitl in a t huff coat,
with a limp white hat drawn down over her hair by
means of a bright mceu veil: he hail had a glimpse
of staunch tan walking-shoes- . He found himself svon-deiin-

how he had mi-c- d her in the turn about the
deck, and h"W she ioiiIiI have iil l.il-e- lf -- o
sllllgl.V llllllllg Ills lllllt l .0 ll.lt loll ol the -- pill. Slid
ileitis It i o i I lo lino ll.il -- lie li.nl Hi .ihcil lo

. . s.

choir only after discovering thai bis wai vacant.
It wasn't a very gratifying conclusion.

An astonishing intrepidity induced him to .speak
to her after a lapse of live or six minutes, and so
surprising was the impulse that he blurted out his
tiiestion without preamble.

"How did you manage to get back so quickly?" he
inquired.

She looked up, and for an instant there was some-
thing like alarm in her lovely eyes, as of one caught
in the perpetration of a guilty art.

"I beg your pardon." she said, rather indistinctly.
"I was away leas than eight minutes," he deeluicd.

anil she was confronted by the wonderfully frank
smile that never failed to work its charm. To Ins
surprise, a shy smile grew in her eyes, and her warm
ted lips twitched uncertainly. He had expected a
cold rebuff. "You mut have dropped through the
awning."

"Your imagination is superior to that employed
by the author of this book." she said, "and thai is
saying a good deal. Mr- .- - Mr. ''

"Schmidt." he supplied cheerfully. "May I in-

quire what book you an-- reading"
"Yon would not be interested. It is by an

American."
"I have lead a meat many American novels." said

he stiilly. "My father was an American. Awfully
jolly books, most of them."

"1 looked you up in the passenger li- -t a moment
alio." she said coolly. "Your home is in Vienna. 1

like Vicuna."
He was looking rather intently at the book, now

paitly lowered. "Isn't that the passenger list you
have concealed in the book?" he demanded.

"It is," she icplicd promptly. "You will pardon
a natural curiosity? I wanted to see whether you
were from New Yoik."

"May I look at it. please?"
She closed the hook. "It in't lieceury. 1 am

fioin New York."
"Itv the wav. do vou happen to know a Miss

Withers. Maud Withers?"
Mi-- s (iuile flow lied i elleet ively. "Withers? The

name is a familiar one. Maud Withers? What is
she like?"

"She's nppo-e- d to be very good-lookin- I've
never seen her."

"HoW queer to he ilskiliL' me if I know her, then.
Why tlu oii a-- k ?"

"I've heard s() much about her lately. She is the
daughter of William Withei. the ureal capitalist."

"Oh. I know who he i." she exclaimed. "Pel feet
i oodles of nionev, hasn't he ?"

"Noodles?"

LOADS, if it means more lo you. 1 forgot that
aie a foiciyuiT. lie gave that wonderful

hall hist week for the Prince of of Oh. some in-

significant little place over in I'.uiope. There aie
Mich a lot of queer little duchies and principalities,
don't you know ; it is quite impossible to tell one
from the other. They don't even appear on the
mails."

He took it with a perfectly -- tiniulit face, thoiidi
sccietly annoyed. "It was the talk of the town, that
hall. It lllUst hae eo- -t looilles ol' llioliev. K ti.it
light."'

"Yes. but it doesn't oiniil when ou sa it.
Naturally one iloe-n- 'i say i oodles in Vienna."

"We say noodles." said he. "I am very fond of
them. Put to ieume; I suppo-c- il every one ill Ni w

Yoik knew Miss Withers. She's unite the raue. I'm
mid."

"Indeed? 1 should think she m'mht be. Mr
Schmidt, with all those lovely millions behind hit "

He iuiled ilitlospeelively, "Ye; and 1 am told
that, in spile of them, she is the piettiest yul m
New Yoik."

She appeared to lo-- e intciet in the topic. "Ol
iiulied ?"

"Itllt." he supplement) il macel ull.v . "It tiue
"What true .'"

"The -- t.llemci.l thai llc is the piettiest Mill i

N.w Yoik."
"How i. iii vou sat, that, when sou admit sou'sc

l.eVi'l seii, J it '" (Ctiiitlilintl oil PiHIf


